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Father Bonner smiled. "Romance is a poor sub-
stitute for the lore of G-od," he said. sc Take heart,
Joseph, and look only to Him for strength that shall
not fail you in your hour of need."

"We leave early in the morning/' said Metzel, his
voice shaking. " Let us say good-bye now."

Priest and peasant held each other's hand in silence.

{c If I do not come back," said Metzel at the door,
^try to think well of me."

tc I shall always think well of you," replied Father
Bonner. "I shall be at my bedroom window when
you pass. My thoughts, my prayers, will go with you
on the battle-field, ^ and with these words the men
parted.

At dawn next morning all were astir in Filzmoos.
The men had assembled together and were cracking
jokes, many of them showing signs of the previous
nights revelry. When Metzel, pale and trembling,
joined the ranks, they laughed at him. <c You had
better mind the goats and sheep, Metzel, for you will
be useless in battle," said one. (' Let Joseph stop
behind with the women," said another, " for we all
know him to be a woman-hearted man who would
faint at the sight of blood and make a gun or sword
shake like grass in the wind." At these sallies, and
many others of a more brutal kind, the men laughed
heartily, and even the weeping women standing in
the road tittered and whispered and pointed their
fingers scornfully at Metzel,